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shapes; and that what the fifth shape was has never been re-
vealed. Perhaps it was this fifth shape now that caused the black
demonic eyes of Bloody Johnny to start out of his head. The feet
treading water where there was now nothing for them to rest
upon; the big white cheeks sinking down, while the water lapped
around them, in the same way as it would have lapped round a
log that was sinking; the sensual mouth opening wide, using just
the same muscles as it did when he was preaching or yawning;
the thick lips with the same abandoned relaxation dividing them,
as it did when he used to kiss Crummie; the heavy shoulders, the
great belly under its soaked flannel shirt, all engulfed, all going
down, all with nothing to rest upon.
The little bubbles of brown water that swam so persistently
round that open mouth and round those staring eyes, behaved
just as they would have done if it had been a waterlogged
chamber-pot rather than a living man full of thoughts "that wan-
dered through eternity." They were in such a hurry, those bub-
bles, to float over the empty space where his head had been.
They could not wait to float freely over that particular space on
the surface of the water. There! They had their will now. Noth-
ing remained now but broken brown bubbles going slowly round
and round in reduced circles; and in an incredible silence!
But great creative Nature, working her vast death-magic, be-
yond the magic of any Merlin, brought it about, in her fathom-
less inhuman compassion, that all suffering, all struggling, all
beating with the arms, all frog-action with the legs, subsided,
collapsed, ceased, fell upon an unbelievably delicious calm. Nor
was Bloody Johnny's mind clouded any more. His body had
made its automatic protest. It was now docile. It was now obedi-
ent, Geard of Glastonbury's will to die enjoyed at last its pre-
meditated satisfaction*
In calm, inviolable peace Mr. Geard saw his life, saw his
death, and saw also that nameless Object, that fragment of the
Absolute, about which all his days he had been murmuring. He
was now totally free from remorse about Megan and Crummie.
The ruthless element in his leaving them, purely for his own
satisfaction, seemed to him justified in these last moments. He